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The Dutcheſs of Port ſmonth,. and Ma- 


dam Gw1in, at parting. 
g March. jg X 
Gw. 


T grieves my heart, and yet I can't but Smile 

To ſee the Soveraign Planet of our Iſle 
Homewards with ſucha glittering Train Advance, 
Who but an humble Meteor dropt from France. 
Port. 


Twoſuch great Lights cannot together ſhine : 
To give your Orb more Luſtre I decline. 


Gw. 


You never ſuffer'd Ne# to come in Pay 
Whilſt you had left but one Meridian-Ray, ©: 
And yet by Turns TI did my ſelf rhat Right, 
If you Enjoy'd the Day, I Ruld the:Night, 
Port. | 


'Tis not fo' advance your Intereft I remove, 
To ſway the Throne as Soveraign Queen of Love, 
The Brother-Stars Relieve Each others Reign 
When I appear your Moon's Eclips'd again. 
Ow. 


Nay rather, let me Jikea ſnuff Expire, 

Than be again blaſted by thy French fire, 

Go Portſm. keep to thy old Count Vardome, 

It is Ne4bs Birth-right now to Reign at hore, . 
| Port. EE. E 


What, tho I was tis.only Miſs befors .: , 

I was your Kings, you had a thouſand more, 

Who Fame Reports did, Squeeſe you oe ando're 

tore you cameTts be a RoyatWhore. © 5 oY 
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Gw, ONS Ea TY of 
let Fame that never yet Spoke well of Woman, _ 
ove out I me jo dhe Co = - 

Tet have T been.to him fince thb firſt hour, '' 
: 4 Conſtant as the Needle to the flower 5 , 
Whilſt you to your Eterbal Praiſe and Fame -- 
ToForreign Scents betray'd the Royak-Game ;.). | 
Vitneſs the fed nay 5a Room lay, 744 
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| [ad in that poſture our Luſt betray, 
For wiuch now with a Pox you're ſent away. 
| | Pe: = 


Which 


In Africk ah Can Wolf 


--Y 


te fride way ia  <FOF Faitie 
To make thy ores Name, 
Who like the bg thy Lord to Si Sai 
For a Dry Q or aRuſſeti® _. 
Motirech did Devour, 


1021 oral fd within the Core. 


Fho it & 


Ow. 
My Name thei Feſcbe! of Pride arid Malice, 


Whoſe Father had a Rog-ſtdy for his Pallace, 
Hy clear Veins eye ttt — ar Focar ol] 
thou like a French Tode-ſtool firſt did grow, 
And from a Birth as poor as thy Delight 
Sprung up a Muſhrom- Durtchets in a Night, 
Nor did [ ever with the Brats [ bore, 
The Royal Standard Stein in ©. pore, | 
Which oo thee fly to France, where thou muſt rot, 
Or curethe Ulcers whuch the Bath cou'd not. er 


Fort. 

Think not ith' Reſpeit of this ſhort Remove 

Te ſit fole Empreſs oa the Throne of Love, 

I was thy Rival once, (ad will Return 

Tobe thy Rival ſtill, and thou my Searne. 
Gu. 


Alike I value your Returne, or Stay. 

Wiſely, while the Sun thin'd, you mate your Hay, 
Was Dearly at the Kingdoms coſt mantain'd, ——_ 
Till you had every Vein and Sinue Drain'd ; = 
And now fo finale a Portion does rem - x 


Orif I ſfny yi llbat ths Rar, 


To ELD ah Hoc vlog: ate 


en 0 i 


L dirg yet, when I the Joyes thou'lt feel 
When I [ am gon, my Ghoſt will hautt thoe fil. 


and Hate, 


Ow: - 

The Hate much lefacheir Curſe I four . 

ergy | 
run in nor 

Vi cho RU tre Tra Poor. © 1,” 2-00 


"wich ill kept Treafare does Refare EIN 
ſptendor in. the Gallit Court. | 
thy Luſt 'too kind 8 Olime | 


r Lime » 
Or in the Andiec make a mew. = | 
And Eafe » AmparRr at the Nation: + a0 
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